4.2                                  DEATH   AND   TO-MORROW
town is full of traitors. If I caught one, on higher orders he'd be
released. And I don't want to be pointed out as the man who
showed too much zeal before the Germans' entry." "The Germans'
entry! They'll never come here." "I wish you were right. You are
English?" "No, I'm Hungarian." "You're wise. Don't say you're
English," I blushed in the dark. What should I do ? Toll him that
I was English? 1 didn't know. 1 stayed between the two stools for
over a year.
Nona, Robert, Pedro and I dined that night at the Merc Catherine.
There was a dear French girl with us, Madeleine, one of Mr.
Squibb's protegees. The two-man band played tunes to cheer us,
They played 'Tippcrary' and 'We'll Hang out the Washing on the
Siegfried Line' and the 'Madelon9 and ^Aupres clc ma blonde qu'il fait
ion.' Two Englishwomen sat at a table not distant from ours.
One of them, mellowed by vin rose, asked M. Richard, the violinist,
to play the 'Marseillaise' for her. But M. Richard, who was from
die Pas de Calais and looked as Donald Duck should look, said no,
you don't play the national anthem in a restaurant. And our table
said, of course you don't. Now 1 regret M. Richard didn't play it:
it would have been fine to hear the 'Marseillaise* for the last time in
Paris. Even in the Mere Catherine, which was as old as the Revolution.
At a table there sat a lone soldier: he leaned over and said that
the Siegfried Line was taken. The Germans had left the Line
untenanted on account of the push from the north, so the garrison
of the Maginot Line took it and were penetrating deep into Ger-
many. I flatly refused to believe him. Only the miracle was left.
The miracle came, as a matter of fact, it had already taken place,
though neither 1 nor the German High Command knew it. We had
an excellent dinner with langoustc and chicken, and we hardly paid
anything. It was either for us to eat the langoustc and chicken or
it would be thrown away. No other customers were expected.
Not before i$th June at any rate.
Tm ashamed of being French," Madeleine said before we parted.
"Look how everybody is running. Where is France? What has
become of France? This isn't the France my lather told me
about," and she didn't wipe the tears off her cheeks.
I walked back to Numero 13. The door was ajar. Nothing
surprising about that, for in the afternoon Mine Marehaml, complete
with husband, dog and cat, had deserted her post. Before leaving
she planted the eleven canaries on me and said she'd leave the
entrance door open because it was worked by an electric bell, and
if these were a short circuit I might easily be locked in or locked